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patches of amethyst, and even touches of amber, as if dyes
had been poured on the water. And beyond the coloured
shallows and white hills, a hard line of Prussian blue was drawn
across the sky: the deeper waters of the Mediterranean Sea.

The hotel stands by itself, about a mile from the village,
and after breakfast I set off to explore. The treeless little
outpost cowered in the sunlight, on the edge of the sea. It
reminded me of those wild-west townships of the early films,
where horses were always tethered to posts until their owners
slouched out of a saloon easing the pistols in their holsters.
But someone has ambitions for Mersa Matruh. "Wide and
optimistic roads with firm, rectangular convictions run here
and there, but only three or four little bungalows stand along
them, smiling nervously behind their garden fences.

The most permanent-looking structures are the shops of
Greek grocers, for the wily Ulysses sells soap, biscuits, chocolate,
tea-pots, and always ouzo and retsmata, where even a Jew
would starve. He is to-day, as he has been since Hellenistic
times, the enterprising commercial adventurer of Egypt.
Above some of the Greek shops I noticed the half-effaced
words in English, " Out of bounds," a memory of the Abys-
sinian trouble, when British troops were stationed at Mersa
Matruh, which is only two hundred miles from the Italian
frontier of Tripoli.

I was surprised to see a small modern Greek church and a
Greek cemetery. The half-dozen Greek grocers in the
town must be extraordinarily devout men to build such
a church, I thought. It was so surprising that I went into a
Greek shop to find out. Before I knew where I was, I had
bought some chocolate, a tin of biscuits, a supply of matches,
and a fly-whisk. I believe these up-country Greeks are the
best salesmen in the world: no wonder they grow rich in
the desert. The man in this shop was a square little brown
man from Andros. He wore a felt hat on the back of his
head, and he stood in his shirt-sleeves among a truly amazing
stock which not only covered the counters and shelves, but
was also suspended from the ceiling like the astrologer's croco-
dile. He gazed at me with brown eyes full of an uncanny
intelligence, and was delighted to show off his English,

" This church," I asked, "why is it here? "